FORBIDDEN JOURNEY

therefore, since they represented our entire capital, be taken
great care of.

That evening, Boro squatted in our tent smoking his pipe
for the last time. From his cloth tobacco pouch hung a
nutshell into which he emptied the last embers from the
smoke he was finishing. As soon as he had his pipe refilled he
lit up again by turning the embers over, back into the bowl.
It was a clever device which made it unnecessary to use his
Mongol lighter. The lighter consisted of a half-moon-shaped
iron and a flint with local tinder.

By a curious coincidence, a messenger arrived on foot in the
course of the night with the news that the civil war was over.
Charklik had fallen into Tungan hands and those who
dreaded the new masters were in flight across the desert
towards Tunghwan.
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